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at her breast. She coolly put her head out of the other
window, and said, 'FireT The patrol fired, and shot the
robber. The daughter does not degenerate.

Second P,S. There is not a word of truth in the report
about Jamaica; such endless lies are coined every day, that
one is afraid of writing a word of news before it is musty
with age.

1696.   To THE EEV. WILLIAM MASON.

Strawberry Hill, May 4, 1776.

Do you think I have a Duchess to deplume every dayr
that you bid me write to you again already ? Unconscion-
able divine, voracious appetite 1 think of my poor swelled
fingers that sigh after repose ; think of my quivering ankles,
that will carry me to no mart of news. I am here these
two days, smelling my lilacs^ and listening to my night-
ingales, and leaving the wicked town to the young and
healthy. I did not utinam that sedes senectae should be my
fate, that I should be able to do nothing but & in my
garden; but I am content hithertor though I doubt the
rest of my days will be still less comfortable; you might
gild them if you would, but your letter hesitates whether
you shall come southward or not this summer; remember,
I must not calculate without my host the gout. Well,
let me see the drawing you talk of, and which yet I must
wait two posts before I know whether I am to see or not.
You must have a mighty opinion of my patience or in-
difference, when you put it to so tantalizing a trial; be
assured I have neither; neither the virtue of commanding
my desires, nor the apathy that looks like commanding them.
Those same desires of mine, it is true, are exceedingly con-
tracted of late years, but then I valM voh what I 'do t?ofo. was
